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So vague are all these; Moniteur, Histoire Parlementaire
are as good as silent: garrulous History, as is too usiial, will
say nothing where you most wish her to speak! If enlight-
ened Curiosity ever get sight of the Marseilles Council-
Books, will it not perhaps explore this strangest of Muni-
cipal procedures ; and feel called to fish-up what of the
Biographies, creditable or discreditable, of these Five-hun-
dred and Seventeen, the stream of Time has not yet irre-
vocably swallowed?

As it is, these Marseillese remain inarticulate, undistinr
gui^hable in feature; a blackbrowed Mass, full of grim fire,
who wend there, in the hot sultry weather: very singular
to contemplate. They wend; amid the infinitude of doubt
and dim peril; they not doubtful: Fate and Feudal Europe,
having decided, come girdling in from without; they, hav-
ing also decided, do march within. Dusty of face, with
frugal refreshment, they plod onwards; unweaiiable, not to
be turned aside. Such march will become famous. The
Thought, which works voiceless in this blackbrowed mass,
an inspired Tyrtsean Colonel, Rouget de Lille, whom the
Earth still holds,4 has translated into grim melody and
rhythm; into his Hymn or March of the Marseillese: luckiest
musical-composition ever promulgated. The sound of which
will make the blood tingle in men's veins; and whole Armies
and Assemblages will sing it, with eyes weeping and burn-
ing, with hearts defiant of Death, Despot and Devil.

One sees well, these Marseillese will be too late for the
Federation Feast. In fact, it is not Champ-de-Mars Oaths
that they have in view. They have quite another feat to
do: a paralytic National Executive to set in action. They
mustc strike down' whatsoever ' Tyrant,' or Martyr-Faineant,
there may be who paralyses it; strike and be struck; and on
the whole prosper, and know how to die.
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